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shires and Bewpot-Strumpleton of the I.C.S. We
had secured permission to use the Government
Circuit bungalow in an area renowned for its
excellent shooting. After a heavy and successful
day's sport we were glad of the solid comforts
offered by the bungalow. The Khansama produced
a most satisfactory meal, after which the three of
us returned to the veranda for cigars and coffee.
It was very pleasant there; the night was moonlit
and the air heavy with the scent of jasmine and
frangipani. Bloome was in his element after
dinner dialectics, bordering on the higher meta-
physics, being his fane. He was discoursing, if I
remember aright, on blood pressure.
"A man's own fault entirely. You may have
heard of Rentfoot-Birtwistle. He was with me at
Patna in '06. His blood pressure------"
But Bewpot-Strumpleton was not listening. .He
had risen from his chair and had approached the
wall a few yards away. Bloome and I watched him
with surprise as he gazed fascinated in front of him.
"Now that's a most remarkable thing," an-
nounced Bewpot-Strumpleton, the light of his
cigar visible in the dimly lit vei'anda.
"My dear fellow, what is remarkable about a
wall ?" enquired Bloome coldly.
"It has a chart on it," continued Bewpot-
Strumpleton.
"Probably the rainfall averages of the P.WJX
or crop statistics " yawned the Colonel.
"Not at all," cried our friend from the shadows,
"its the chart or graph of a man's life, told in terms